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statuettes of naked young women.   It was my first
encounter with the cc artistic " nude at Patiala.
The dining-room doors were flung wide open on
a change of scene. The long table had vanished ;
a large white sheet was spread out on the floor and
rows of little gilded chairs upholstered in velvet
were placed round it. The stage was set for that
classical diversion of an Indian court, a nautch-
dance. The Maharaja installed my wife in a chair
next his and called up two or three leading princes
to his side ; the rest of us were allowed to choose
our seats.
That was the Maharaja's way, I learnt. Each
day, as a mark of special favour, he made a point
of calling on a distinguished guest to preside at a
banquet, to direct a military review or shooting
expedition, or to take precedence at a dinner-
party.
The nautch-girls trooped in. There were about
twenty of them, timid little creatures, bare-footed,
dressed in costly saris but scantily endowed with
beauty. The majority belonged to the dancing
troupe of Patiala State, but some had been im-
ported for their weight in gold from a considerable
distance. Near the entrance of the room they sat
down along the edge of the white floor-cloth, beside
the orchestra. Nervously they settled their veils
and whispered to each other, only to relapse into the
attitude of stolid lethargy they were to keep up
throughout the performance. A nautch-girl who
had just approached our host and was squatting at
his feet was pointed out to me. " The favourite of
the hour," my neighbour whispered in my ear. In
favour with a vengeance ! I reflected, observing
her gorgeous sariy her bracelets and a brooch set
with splendid diamonds. Now and then the Maha-